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" Kill him ! Bayonet him ! We've had enough of his
commissaring.''                                                                 $
Stockman saw a huge, elderly Red Army man clamber on
to the table and seize the commissar's little beard.  Th&
table rocked,  and the man and the commissar tumble I
together into  the  outstretched  hands  of  those pressing
around.  A grey mass of greatcoats seethed where the tafij
had stood, and the commissar's desperate shout was lost in
the solid thunder of voices.
Stockman at once began to push his way to the centre of
the crowd, thrusting the men ruthlessly aside. No one
tried to stop him, but fists and rifle-butts urged him on, the
rifle was torn from his back, his cossack cap from his head.
At the overturned table his way was barred by a troop
officer. " Where are you shoving to ? " the man roared. *
"I want to speak! Let a rank and file soldier say a
word ! " Stockman cried hoarsely, setting the table on its
legs. Some of the men around him even assisted him t&^
clamber on to the table. But the tumult on the square di2
not die away, and Stockman shouted at the top of his
voice ;
" Silence ' "
After a moment the noise died down a little, and he cried
in a voice quivering with emotion :
e{ Comrades of the Red Army! Shame on you ! You're
betraying the people's government at the most serious
moment possible. You're wavering just when it is necessary
with a firm hand to strike the enemy to his heart. You're
holding meetings when the land of the Soviets is struggling
for existence in an iron ring of enemies. You're on
verge of downright treachery. And why ? You have been
betrayed to the cossack generals by your own treacherous
commanders. These former officers have abused the trust
of the Soviet government and, exploiting your ignorance,
are planning to surrender the regiment to the cossacks.
Come to your sense? ! With your hands they want to assist
to strangle the workers' and peasants' government."
The commander of the second company, a former officer,
was about to throw his rifle to his shoulder, but Stockman^
caught his movement and cried :                                         *
" Don't you dare !  You'll have plenty of time for that!
I demand that you listen to a soldier communist.